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By 

Jeirq ae la Ree 




OF TIME 



An astounding tale of a mod- 
ern gangster who rides into 
the pait . . . only to find that 
fate hoi a stronge way of 
settling old scores! 

"jjfk ANNY O'GRADY. swift. 

jtLF fit if not smartest of NrW 

"iWk's rookie police, made a 
lean blue strcik in the air at he 
sailed up Thirty-Fourth Street 
after the towering red-head. 
Everybody WW Mopping, turn, 
ing. blundering into his »JJ' — 
if only New- York didn't ham- 
per fhe course of law, Mirk it* 
multiple head and body between 
him and that trim «m -locket! 
pistol target! The red-head has 
swerving, dising through a re- 
volting door. Danny O'Grady 
outsprintrd even himself, gained 
the door jllit behind. 3nd spun 
himself into the lobby of the 
Empire State Building. 
■ Another crowd there, right 
be [wren bim and wherever his 
prey was hradrd. All shoulders 
and elbow «, Danny churned a 
path into the center of the mob. 
and almost barked his shin* on a 
fallen man— an elevator starter. 

Danny jerked the man to hi. 
shaky fret. The r levator starter 
held' a hand over a red. fait 
■.welling eye. "OmceT." he 
harked. "A big red head — arrest 
him for assault and battery . . ." 

"He'll wanted for more than 
that," broke in Danny. "Thai's 
Red Koilik. Public Enemy Num. 
ber Three or Four. Which way'd 

tie go?" 



"Thirtieth floor." The i 
bruised eye of the elevator 
starter gleamed with rag'e. "'He 
grabbed me, asking where the 
Ekstrom Laboratories were, and 
then s\hen I told him, he baited 

Danny let the man go, dived 
"through the nob, and down the 
dark marble hall.. He reached 
the : banks of elevators, and 
pushed his tall young body into 
one. ' Thirtieth floor." he told 
the operator, "And don't spare 
the horse*." 

They went tip with one of 
these swoop* that make your 
knees htickle. Springing out at 
tile thirtieth floor, Danny took 
a> much as teii seconds to locale 
the big ground-glass door 
marked EKSTKOM LABORA- 
TORIES. His broad right hand 
filcked out hit pistol. As his left 
sir jrd the doorknob hf thought 
fa«: ' 

■■Ekstrom. Professor Efairom" 
I know, he's the crackpot who's 
in ail the papers. Claims to base 
invented a v.hatrit machine 
that wnds you ihrough time. Or 
was ft Karloff— or OrMM. Welles 
. . .?** He pushed on in. 

Hit pointed gun came up al- 
most under the nose of a frail, 
[hick spectacled old man tviih 
white hair — thai would be Pro- 
fessor Ekstrom. Over the old 
man's shoulder sneered Korlik's 
florid face. Tiic gangster held 
the scientist by a shoulder, using 
him as a shield. The other hand 
leveled a gun. 

'"Don't shoot, copper," raiped 



Korlik. "Or (hit very distill- 
guished old gent" will get lead 
poisoning from both of us." ' 

It was true. Danny hesitated. 
Couldn't endanger a newspaper 
Celebrity like Professor Ekstrom. 

'■That's beiteADropthatirOtt 
of yours, or I start smoking." 

Danny dropped it. In a mo* 
mew he'd maneuver to where 
he could grab Koilik, jerk him 
away front the Professor, and 
smack him clear loose from that 

''Now stand back and watch.' 
You're going to see something, 
copper — the first escape through 

Danny found his voice. Up to 
now he'd been every inch rookie 
— out-thought, out-bluffed. and 
now out-talked. "What d'you 
mean? - ' He spluttered. "Escape 
through time — what is time, a 
back door or something?*' 

"Exactly, young man," 
squeaked Professor Ekstrom, 
who despite hit aukward posi. 
u'an seemed (he coolest of the 
three. "Thij — er — gentleman 
intends to utilLtc my time-shift- 
ing machine — he s.ill prose L.c 
rmcaey of this principle, uliich 
t oeti bines the conclusions of . . ,*• 
"Skip it, uncle, ' growled Kor- 
lik, digging Ek.tr em behind the 



.tih his 



tol-m 



titty 



"Don't explain smart stuff to a 
dumb cop kith his mooth hang, 
ing open. He wouldn't Under- 
stand — but I do'.'* . 
. "Most flattering,"* nodded 
Ft it toot, seemingly delighted. 
"So many have doubted or 
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scoffed, but this gentleman scrmi 
to appreciate fully . . ." 

"Sure, 1 got imagination!" 
Koilik almost trumpeted it. 
• You flash me back to the year 
1921, see? I land back yonder, 
among the bade numbers that 
were figuring as hot stuff, sec? 
Al Capone, Jim Colosimo. 
they'll be small stuff compared 
to what I wort — rackets straight 
from 1941." He glowered at 
Danny O'Grady. "I'm supposed 
to be Public Enemy Number 
Three, huh? Well, I'll be Public ' 
Enemy Number A-One, and a 



lot 



of I 



IfEWAS right about having 
imagination. And suddenly 

Janny, for all his young sim- 
plicity, caught the whole pje- 
ture. Suppose a guy like Koi- 
ilk really could turn back the 

teari — knowing the way things 
vould run, and what the smart- 

ft crime chiefs had done, sue- 

ttsful or otherwise — what a 
hunch to play if it ever paid 
off! Again Koztik addressed 
Ekslrom: 

"Okay, uncle, do the time . 
travel an. Put me through to 
1921. and no tricks, or—" 

"Oh, no tricki," promised 
Ekstrom, "I'm as anxious to try 
it ai you." He pointed to a cor- 
ner of the room where, Danny 
now had time to See, stood a 
metal chair, in the midst of, a 
maze of coils, tubes, generator! 
and other mechanical items, be- 
yond Danny's unsophisticated 
ability to classify. 

'Sit there," said Ekstrom, and 
Koilik slouching across, did so. 

-"Put away that pistol," di- 

reeled the professor. "It may ex- 
plode when the current is turned 

K«lik scowled. "What d'ya 
think I am? Give up my rod? 

"1 swear that I speak the 
<iuth,"in»isted Ekstrom. "I plan 
no tricks, I. guarantee that you 
will go back to the year 1921 as 
you ask..." 

"And I know you mean what 
. yon lay," put in Koilik. "But I 
^wouldn't trust that cop any fur- 



MINUTE-MAN 
ther than you could chuck this 
building with your left hand, 
but you un.de: — well, you're too 
loopy to be anything but 
square." 

He tossed his gun across the 
floor. It fell beside Danny's. 
With a wild surge of joy, the 
young policeman bent and 
caught both weapon's. As he did 
so, the room seemed to fill with 
blue light. Then he straightened 
up leveling his right-hand gun 
at the chair amid the machinery. 

"You're under arrest, Koilik 
—Hey! Whrre'd he go?" 

Ekstrom took his hand from 
ihe switch. He, too. gaied at the 
empty seat where Koilik had 

"He went back to the year 
1921," said the professor.slov.lv. 

6'Grad/s jaw fell open an- 
other inch. "Then this — this is 
all on the level It really works?" 

"Oh, yes. As the man you call 
Koilik suggested, it may be hard 
to explain to you — but he went 
backward into time, lo the year 
he asked for — see, [hi* gauge is 
set foe August 18, 1921, exactly 
twenty years ago today." 

Danny leaned against the 
wall. He sighed, and fiddled 
with the guns. ; . . 

"Then he'* probably done 
he muttered dolefully. -Tossed 
himself up a mob of super- 
toughies, organized crime, may- 
be — what's happened in the last 
twenty years. Professor? Has 
time been different, then? Dif- 
ferent from what those tweniv 
yean had been before Kodik 

The white head nodded. 

"In some degree, yes. It seems 
paradoxical, but the sending 
back of a man like Koilik would 
in itself be a change of what ha, 
already taken place— for in- 
stance, he already existed in 
1921, as an ungrown lad. per- 
haps just beginning a career of 

Da nny d tit died Iji s hea d . 
which was beginning to ache. "J 
w-ant to see a newspaper,"' he 

£T *~So do I," smiled Professor 
Ekstrom. "A newspaper for 
August 18, 1921. Come with me, 
to the Public Library." 

In the Newspaper Room, Pro- 



, frs_sor Ekstrom asked for, and 
received, the files of the old New 
York World for August, 1921. 
He and Danny looked through 
the issue of the 18th. commenc- 
ing to grow brittle and creamy 
colored. At length the profes- 
sor's finger stabbed a small para- 
graph at the bottom of an inside 

page; / 

MAN HALLS TO DEATH 
An nndinufied m«i fell to hit 
J rJ ,h fromjthe eoof of the Wetter/ 
Attorij lioul thorllj before noon 
IoJjt. The Body, bally ct.thtd md 
n«,W, Ae& « l*r City »or z -e 
• hilt police lr.fr idenlificorion. Em- 
ployer! of the Hotel could nor rrcoj- 
nrre the boJy ai thai oj snj jnetf 
it the hotel. Dr. E. R. CmnUktn. 
i ha m on the if roe. jjjJ tket the 
m.it hi-re feller, from * point 
clote to the tap of ihe fc-iUrnf, per- 
hopt from the roof. The sW m «n 
»il abort JJ yean old. vfim, well _ 
orer ill feet tJl, trlik briekl red 
hat. end wat dttfted in tlathm, of 

/™'r >ty}t. 

"That," 
"Is what-h 

lit-'" 

O'Grady 
through again. "It's KoHik. all 
right," he agreed slowly, "but 
what's this about the Waldorf 
Astoria Hotel? It was lorn down 
years ago, and— " 

■Yes" broke In Ekstrom. 
"And when it was razed, the 
Empire State Building was built 
in its stead." He waited for this 
to sink in, then continued: 
"Traveling backward twenty 
years, Koilik remained at the 
'point where he began his -time 
n other words, thirty , 



nuispered Ekstrom, 
" a Mr. Koi- 



abov, 



the 



Of 



Thirty Fourth Street and Fifth 
Avenue. And if there war. ™ 
thirtieth story before the build- 
ing of the Empire Slate Build- 
ing—" 

"Sure! Sure!" Yelped Danny. 
- "I get it now— but how am I 
going to report thi* case to* the 
sargeantr 

"You'll have to keep rtiil." 

Fhat w-aj the library attend- 
ant, who had drifted up when 
Danny's excited damor began 
to disturb the other reader* in 
the room; and his solution of 
the problem was as good i* any. 

THE END 
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at last rutritt neat! 
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